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Wild And Running 


It's the middle of the right and it's snowing like a motherfucker. 

Jackie just pulled her car around the corner from my house, and is parked there. | can see the headlights 
from my window. | shove the rest of my things into my dufflebag, and grab my guitar, Floyd. 

| slide the window open, and throw the bag down. It lands in the snow with a *puff*. | swing one leg through 
the window, and drop my guitar. | reach over, and flick the light out, before jumping out of the window. | land 
just above the bag, on my feet, crouching down. | grab my things, and run towards Jackie's car, leaping 
through the snowy suburban lawns, and slipping clumsily over the icy driveways. | throw open the door for the 
backseat and set my things down, before getting into the front seat. 

Jackie giggles, before pulling the car around the block, turning onto the main road. We're silent until we're on 
the highway, leaving town completely. 

Jackie heaves a big sigh, and drums her hands on the wheel. 


"Wow.. We're really leaving." 


Welcome to Paradise 


| get behind the wheel of the car, sitting still for a moment, before putting the vehicle in drive, and 
maneuvering out of the T-Il parking lot. | pull the old clunker back onto the highway. 
Jackie is sprawled out across the backseat, singing along with the radio. | reach over and turn the music up, 


Marilyn Manson's version of Sweet Dreams blasting. 


| sing along in my imperfect contralto voice, Jacks singing louder in her wobbly, off-key voice. 

We drive the last twenty miles of my trip singing along with the radio, and playing Would You Rather. 

| pull the car into the apartment building lot, and switch the radio off. | stumble out of the car, and swing the 
back door open. Jackie passes me my backpack, which | slide onto my shoulders. | lift my guitar case off of the 
floor, then sling my duffel bag up on my arm. 

Jackie clambers out of the car to hug me goodbye, rocking me back and forth as she latches on. 

I'm gonna miss you." she says, as | step back. | hand over the keys. 

Call me." | say, turning towards the building. 


Remains of the Day 


i carry my belongings to the building, knocking the door open with my foot. | shuffle towards the elevator, only 
to find an "OUT OF ORDER" sign. | sigh, and hobble off to the stairs. It takes me around 30 minutes to find my 
apartment. 

I'm standing in the hallway, juggling my stuff, trying to find my key. 

After a moment, someone comes up behind me, and, placing one hand on the small of my back, reaches out 
with their other hand, and turns the door knob. | watch, dumbfounded, as the door slowly swings open. 

"No locks." the man says, gently rubbing my back, pulling his arm away from the door. 

| look over my shoulder at him, taking in his deep brown eyes, dazzling smile, slightly crooked nose, and the bit 
of stubble on his jaw. 

| shake my head. 

"No lock. That's terrific." | say, sarcastically. 

| drag my things into the apartment, and the hot California weather hits me, in this stuffy, unairconditioned 
room. 

"This apartment has been vacant for years," the man says as he follows me in, "ever since what happened." 

| drop my things, and turn to him. 

"What, exactly, happened?" | ask 

"Well, uh, a younger girl used to live here.. She, um, took her own life. Here.” 

| raise an eyebrow at him. 

"Well, | mean, not HERE, here, but in the bathroom." he says. 

| nod my head slowly, looking around. 

As | take in my surroundings, he goes on about an older couple that lived here before the girl, that ended up 
dying here as well 

| notice that most, but not all, of the furniture is still here. 

No coffee table, but there are indents in the wall-to-wall carpeting as though there was one there for a while. 
A stack of magazines that probably once sat on the table are now sitting in the middle of the space. 

Next to a plush, dusty floral sofa is an even dustier end table, with a large round spot of less dust, where a 
lamp most likely once sat. 

| flop back onto the sofa, then turn my gaze to the man. 

"So, uh, who are you?" | ask 

He shuffles his feet, standing awkwardly. 

"Ashley." he tells me. | raise an eyebrow at him. 

"Okay, then" | say. 

"And, you?" he asks. | clear my throat. 

"The name's Star." | tell him, extending my hand. 


